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some moments, therefore, he remained motionless
without even drawing a breath. Then, feeling that
no fresh disaster, threatened him, he thought he had
better explore his gloomy prison. He pawed the
petticoats and chemises upon which he had been so
cruelly precipitated, seeking some outlet by which
he might escape. He had been busy for two or three
minutes when Monsieur Bergeret, who was getting
ready to go out, called him :

" Riquet! Riquet 1 Here 1 we're going to the
bookshop to say good-bye to Paillot! Here !
Where are you ?"

Monsieur Bergeret's voice comforted Riquet
greatly. He replied to it by a desperate scratching
at the wicker sides of the trunk.

<c Where is the dog ?" inquired Monsieur
Bergeret of Pauline, who at that moment returned,
carrying a pile of linen.

cc In my trunk, papa."

"Why in the trunk?"

"Because I put him there/'

Monsieur Bergeret went up to the trunk, and
remarked:

"It was thus that the child Comatas, who
played upon the flute as he kept his master's
goats, was imprisoned in a chest, where he was
fed on honey by the bees of the Muses. But
not so with you, Riquet; you would have died